122          THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF

Was  yare  for  the   harm-wreak the mother of

Grendel:

All sorry she wended, for her son death had taken.
The war-hate of the Weders:   that monster of
women                                                           2120

Awreaked her bairn, and quelled a warrior
In manner all mighty.    Then was there from

Aeschere,

The wise man of old, life waning away;
Nor him might they even when come was the

morning,

That death-weary wight, the folk of the Danes
Burn up with the brand, nor lade on the bale
The man well-belov'd, for his body she bare off
In her fathom  the  fiendly  all  under the  fell-
stream.

That was unto Hrothgar of sorrows the heaviest
Of them which the folk-chieftain long had be-
fallen.                                                             2130
Then me did the lord king, and e'en by thy life,
Mood-heavy  beseech   me   that  I  in the holm-
throng

Should do after earlship, my life to adventure,
And  frame   me  main-greatness,   and   meed   he

behight me.

Then I of the welling flood, which is well kenned,
The grim and the grisly ground-herder did find.